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4 PRINCE ALBERT VICTOR’S MAJORITY. 
3 Our Special Correspondent says :— On the arrival of MR. SLOPER at Sandringham, he was received by T. R. H. THE PRINCESS OF WALES and PRINCE ALBERT VICTOR. 
E F As the Eminent advanced up the carpeted path, hat in hand, he had all the appearance of a Fine Old English Gentleman.” 
e 

THE B.P. WRONG AGAIN. | DEATH IN THE POT 


~— 
CHAPTER 1. 


—"* Oh, ‘twas a fearsome sight; 
Horror on horror heaped, yet still more horrors, 
Enough to curdle blood, and marrow melt.” 

—Hamict (very early folio indeed)’ 


PicTURE to yourself, wretched reader, the hideous situation 

in which the hero of the following almost true story was placed. 
Escaping from almost certain death he had torn madly up a 
chimney, followed by a blinding shower of deadly bullets, which, 
happily, but rattled in a harmless fashion upon bis boot-soles, 
heavily studded with iron nails, At the top of the chimney he 
had stuck tightly in the pot, his head only coming through the 
top, his legs and the lower part of his body sticking out at the 

er end, and his arms tightly wedged by his sides, 

Struggling to gt fee he had ove ae he ghastly fact that, 
‘ ne ‘ perusers of these lines, ise if you can the g! ly fact that, 
Then Hamlet, ot ; i = peau in ToYpantombne. | thus helpless, he was rolling down the steep, precipitous roof, 
i with naught in the wide world to save him from rolling off at 


He felt he was cut out He first appeared as =e 
for the stage, cen from Romeo; course ; bet : 
his youth. Salary, week. 
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eae end and being dashed to death upon the pavement, eighty feet 
low. 

Drivelling subscriber (should we be addressing such), have you ever 
flung a cocoanut upon a flagstone without first abstracting the milk? 
If so, have you had sense enough to notice that the nut flies about in 
lumps, and the milk makes a splash? Now it was the chimney-pot 
that would fly to bits, and Blood-Stained Bull, the Beauteous even if 
Brutal Loy, would splash—and spread. 

Horrible, most horrible was the situation ! 

Slowly itt first rolled the death-dooming pot. 

Inside it rolled also the doomed one. 

‘Merciful Powers! to think that there was only one way out of that 
pot, and that by cracking, and splashing, and spreading. 

And now he began to roll more quickly. 

lowers of Mercy! was there naught to stay him on his horrid course? 

No nail to catch him? 

No chimney-pot to intervene 

No parapet? 

No nothing ? 

Alas! no; and now he was rolling still, still, still more quickly. 

Impotently the benighted boy ground his eye-tooth, whilst his thoughts 
reverted to childhood's hour, ‘But of what avail ? 

On, on! Nearer death! nearer death ! 

I'he roof was slippery as ice. He was paralyzed with sickening fear. 

He had reached the edge. He turned it. 

Great Heavens! he was falling ! 

He shut his eyes, he clenched his teeth ! 

He went ! 


(To be continued in our next.) 


*,° A. SLOPER particularly requests that Correspondents will write in 
INK, and ON ONE SIDE OF THE PAPER ONLY. Attention to this 
request will save many communications from being converted 
into pipe-lights, 


——— 

“*On, FarR Dove! On, Fonp Dove!'"—A. SLoreR isn't “ Fond 
Dove" it—he prefers ‘' Waiting till the Clouds roll by.” 

Anxious ENQuirer.—Miss Sloper doesn't often call her good father 
‘* par excellence,” 

Fond MoTHER.—A. SLOPER never wakes up his second baby to sec it 
laugh. It is ths feeblest nonsense to suppose so,—the second baby was 
‘* twins,” worse luck. 

BLUE-BOTTLE (York).—Afiss Sloper's love, and she sends portrait. 
Pa has not had his taken, nor have any other member of the family yet. 

Wm. Muscravg (Leeds).—ALLY 1s much obliged for your good 
opinions. He has always his best, and will continue to do so. _ 

Pretry Peccy or Denpy,—There's no blessing like the joys of married 
life below ; 

: But A, Storer will freely ovm, 
| He's for letting well alone. ; 

Aunt GEEsER (St. John’s Hill).—The expression, ‘‘old fogey,” is 
derived from the French fougueux, fierce or fiery; with them tt was a 
nickname for an invalid soldier. 


Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday 


is published every THURSDAY at TwO O'CLOCK, so that it may be 
on sale everywhere first thing Friday Morning. 
RATES OF SUBSCRIPTION 
To any part of the United Kin, , Continent, Canada, and United 
States of America, post-free. 
- 18. 8d. I 6 months . . 
12 months ... . . 68. 6d. 
P.0.0.'s payable to W. J. SINKINS. 
99 SHor Lang, Fiert Street, Lonpon, E.C. 
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Hibernian Landlord, Well, Pat, things are so bad that I'm going to 
raise your rent. 
His Tenant. Shure, it's meself that's proud to hear your honour say 
so, for faith, / can't raise it meself/ 7 
. 


* 

IT appears that three young gentlemen of Glasgow have been sent to 
prison for thirty days for theft of asow. In spite, however, of the phy- 
siological appearances of the animal, and the direct testimony of the 
prosecutor, the young men had the audacity to plead that the affair was 
{ a ‘‘lark!" The shenff properly held that it was a pig, and the supposed 
‘lark has developed into three jail-birds, 


Sleepy Swell (just arrived in time to sce the rear of the train ata dis- 
tance) to Porter.—Oft alweady ?—what's up? 
Porter (provokingly cool ).—Time, sir. 
ee 


PREPARING FOR THE ACADEMY. 
“Come on! Dead or alive, I'll 
have your head !—for you've just 
the sort of nose for my ‘ Drunken 
Boors carousing.” 


* 
On, say, my love! where vanish now thy charming wiles? 
Why is thy dimpled face thus reft of thy bright smiles? 
What is it, O mine own, that checks thy sportive youth? 
(Her answer. ) 
Oh, 'tis because—because ve dropped my best front tooth! 


DRAWING Lots.—This is what’ Mrs. Sloper's greengrocer's horse 
does every Sunday, when it takes the family of nine for a nde to Epping 
Forest. oe 

* 


A DISCONTENTED cabman had a fight with his fare the other night, 
and afterwards maintained he had a right to twopence extra for the box. 
‘The case, which created some little interest in court, was dismissed. 


It is not generally known that Canute, when he let the waves come 
over him, caught a severe cold, resulting in chronic hoarseness. That is 
why he is always spoken of as a Norse king. 

7? 


* 
Miss JONES, an unprotected lady, sitting at foot of a tree, reading. 
Gentleman (?) passing. 
Gent.— Reading a sermon, my dear? Ha! what's the text? 
Miss J. (looking up contemptuously ),—'' Answer a fool according to 
his folly.” * [Gent ** moves on." 
From THE City.—The shopkeeper who se? xf in business for himself 
has been se¢ down by his neighbours. He says the trade's bad, but the 
business is good. He states he cannot make his books out, and his 
customers can't make him out. His wife tells him to shut up, and he 
does so. oe 
* 


‘Tis true that life a span is, but 
We many changes see ; 

I, when a child, my own teeth cut; 
But now my teeth cut me, 

It don't afford me pleasure swect 
To part with former chums; 

But I without my teeth must eat— 
Yes, that I must—by gums! 


* 

‘) HERE is, in a Certain museum, an umbrella over one hundred years 
old (nearly as old as ALLY's). It was made in the reign of George III. 
The reason why it has lasted so long is supposed to be that George III.'s 
reign was a long one, and it was necessary in those days that umbrellas 
should be made to match the reign. wre? 


* 

SOMEONE has found out that the reason a woman cannot throw a 
stone as straight as aman is because her collar-bone is differently shaped 
to the collar-bone of a member of the stronger sex. This is a matter to 
which the attention of the Woman's Rights Association should be 
directed without delay. If ever women are to be in all respects the 
equals of men, a Redistribution of collar-bone is a primary necessity. 

° 


Ir all the starch were to be taken out of the faces of some people and 
put into our shiris, how few rows there would be with the laundress ! 


St. James's Park—a 
cold morning. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. FASHION FANCIES—By 
ge ___No. 38 —The ‘Outside Edge 


Jack was gay when Jack did play, 
Butnow Jack don't, Jack falls away, 


Te 


[Saturday, January 17, 1885. 


‘THE correspondent of a contemporary vouches for the truth of the fol- 
lowing -—A few months ago a servant an for a situa- 
tion, and terms with the mistress of the said, ‘‘I must 
pardon btiarcag a week, for I have got a season ticket for the Health- 
eries.” What the lady said is not recorded, but it was probably to the effect 
that while the young person was about it, she had better take the remainder 
of the week as well. o° 


CoE, let us sit together, dear, and little of the world we'll reck ; 

We'lldream of future, bright and fair, my arm around your slender neck ; 

Should man presume to look at thee, quick as a thought, that man I'll 
throttle , 

So let this kiss a long one be, my own, my dearest—Whisky bottle ! 


* 
SoME people are always complaining. Mrs. Sloper knows a lady (in 
the dak crctiag line) residi: the salubrious neighbourhood of 
Newington vvho is unfortunate in her olive branches. ‘‘ Look at my son 


Peter there,” said that querulous party, ‘‘ he’s a misfortune to me if 
like ; but as for my daughter, 'TILDA JANE, why she's even worse, 5: 
a galamity.” oe 


is 


AGENIUS equal to Ally presented himself at oneof the theatres on Boxing 
Night who had only one eye, and demanded admission at half price, on 
the ground that he could only see half as much as other people. The 
man in the pay place did not see it either, 


* 
It will save you from a thousand ills 
To die when you are young ; 
If bad f° before you cut your teeth, 
‘ou'll never bite Your tongue. 


Tue Yank will have his joke! S.orer heard one say the other da) 
that he had invented a plan for condensing the ‘‘ milk of human - 
ness!" (N.B,—This has not appeared in an American paper. ) 


‘* Look here, SLOPER," said Moses, “we must have Autonomy for our 
suffering brethren in Ireland. Let's begin with your bob, old man, for 
the furtherance of the noble enterprise.” 

**Ikey, my blissful babe," replied the eminent /ittérateur, ‘‘ you ought 
toknow me than that." And Moses exited hurriedly to make pipe 
lights of his collecting book. ° 


** ALL is fair in love and war." ‘‘ How the deuce can this be?" says 
Jones. ‘'Sposin’, now, you mawwy a dark woman, where are you then ? 
Or, look here now, sposin’ you give your adversary a black eye, how is 
that, umpire !" on 

* 


Miss OLDGIRL, who has been improving the minds of her nieces duri: 
the Christmas Holidays, tells them that she never saw naughtiness an 
happiness go hand in hand. But, after all, the question is, what business 
had she to be looking for such a thing? 


* 

THE perpetrator of the hoax upon a couple who were about to be 
married in Birmingham, is said to have been discovered. When the 
marriage ceremony was about to be celebrated, the fo telegram 
was received from London —o— marriage at once. His wife and 
children have arrived in London, and will come on to Birmingham ;" and 


the wedding was postponed—but only for a time. Something severe will 
be done to the it: indeed, it is darkly whispered that, to punish him, 
he will be compelled to get married himself 


* 

WHAT did little beardie say 

As I used my strop to day? 

‘* Let me be,” said little beardie, 
‘‘Oh, my master! let me stay ; 
Wait till little hairs grow longer, 
Wait till I'm a little stronger." 
But I would not wait for longer, 

And I shaved away. 


ft 


* 

DossiN was an amateur actor who sought a professional engagement. 
Dobbinjwas a droll dog, and one morning he astonished his triends by 
saying he had ‘‘come out!" So he had; but he omitted to mention 
that his coming out was a rapid process and over in a short time, and 
was accelerated by a foot, the which was the extremity of an irritated 


manager, o.* 


IN a provincial school one of the boys absented himself. In accor- 
dance with the regulations, his father was applied to for the reason, and 
sent it in writing, as follows:—‘' Kepathomtofetshaharan." And yet 
certain members of the London School Board wish to remodel English 
orthography ! o* 


A FEw days since, a strange accident happened on the District Rail- 
way. By some extraordinary combination of circumstances, a train 
arrived at Charing Cross Station exactly at its proper time. This un- 
usual occurrence caused the utmost consternation among the officials, 
and for a considerable time great confusion prevailed. By dint of super- 
human exertions, however, matters were got back into the old way, and 
on the same evening all the trains were as late as ever. 


Costume. 


‘* CIRCUMSTANCES alter cases, you know," remarked a Scotch lawyer 
to an old farmer client the other day. ‘‘ Verra true, sir,” replied the 
farmer, ‘‘and cases alter circumstances as weel ; for, mon, I mind when 
jos were young and had but few cases, your circumstances werna ower 

we" + 
* 


THE discovery has recently been made that the earth does not re- 
volve at exactly the same rate as it used todo, But even now ALLY says 
it goes round quite quickly enough to bring quarter day sooner than it is 
wanted, ee 

* 


i First, I wondered who /'d take, 
But could see none to please me ; 
And, as I older grew, the thought 
Of who I'd get, did tease me. 


As years elapsed, I found myself 
Advanced in life to be; 

And, finding no result from rouge, 
I wondered who'd take me. 


e 
‘ARRY the paregcon’s was honly married last Sunday, and Mariar 
an’ ‘im ‘as ‘ad unp! tmesses a'ready. ‘Arry says as'E’s cured, an’ 
the chap as done the cure-love business for 'im was the cure'ate/ There 
his more hin this than meets the heye. 


“pe 
BACK AT SCHOOL. 


[Still wondering, 


AN individual who was in a row in front of the Criterion the other aes 


wants to knowif bp vgs. upan objectionable policeman might be descri 
as ‘‘ laying down the law.” He had better consult a magistrate, 
* 


* 

A MAN has just discovered a substitute for bread. As bread is a thing 
of the most world-wide consumption, he expects to make his fortune 
immediately. The substitute consists of rumpsteak and potatoes ; and 
the inventor says the addition of a little beer helps matters along. He 
has tried a lot of things, he says, but this is the only substitute he can 
recommend, oe 

* 


Scene. —Somewhere in Belgravia (of course). 
Dramatis Personz.—A Mother and her Daughter. 
Daughter. Oh! Mamma dear, may I go to the Bouncer’s ball ? 
Her Mamma, No, Clara, darling, you are better here at home with 


me. 
Daughter. But Fe used to go to balls once, Mamma? 
Her Mamma, Yes, my love, but now I've seen the folly of it, 
Daughter, But / want to see the, folly of it too, Mamma dearest. 


* 

ALITTLE boy was charged the other day at one of the police courts 
with having committed the rather peculiar offence of ‘‘ going to sleep in 
a gas-pipe." If ft be urged that was nota great crime, it must, 
nevertheless, be admitted that the juvenile offender was ‘‘ wrong in the 
main, 


Saturday, January 17, 1885.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: e 


er ED 
MISS SLOPER AT THE WORLD'S FAIR, UGLY STORIES. WHAT’S-HER-NAME 
AND ON THINGS GENERALLY. —~— SERIOUS AND SCIENTIFIC, 
paren No. 37,—THE DEVIL AND TOM WALKER'’S WIFE, . - bt - id : 
Ait: sellivedaad, laude oiseapecaineel Fatt THERE lived near Boston in Massachusetts a m , miserly fellow, 1 HAVE been asking, this ever so long, how on earth Iam to com- 


The World's Fair combines all the elements of the famous Greenwich 
fair with the addition of some modern catch-pennies, You can get an 
awful lot out of a visit, and a 
headache too, if you want. 

I should have enjoyed my- 
self almost if Lord Bob, in 
his mean way, had not ob- 
jected to a penny or two 
extra for the shows and 
things. Poor Billy would 
try a swing and was so 


of the name of Tom Walker. He had a wife as miserly as himself ; they municate the particulars of mv hopeless passion to the object ot my 
were so miserly, that they even conspired to cheat pk 4 other, and fierce affections, and Echo answers, Goodness only knows ! 
were the conflicts that took place about what ought to have been common Did Victor Hugo's Condamaé keep a diary and jot his sensations 
property. They lived in a forlorn-looking house that stood alone. and had down during that last day of his? Would 
an air of starvation about it ; no smoke ever curled from its chimney, no not my diary, now, be a curious psycho- 
traveller stopped at its door ; for the house and its inmates had alto- logical study? Suppose I begin. 
gether a bad name. Tom's wife was a tall termagant, fierce of temper, _ 14,22, —She isthere —all there—listen- 
loud of tongue, and strong of arm, and his face often showed signs that ing to those cursed monkeys. What a 
their conflicts were not confined to words. No one ventured, however, depth of thought there is in those orbs 
to interfere between them. of pure bluish-grey! Ghoul is at this 
One day that Tom Walker had been toa distant part of the neigh- moment <liscussing the habits of the 
bourhood, he took what he considered a short cut homeward, through Ringtailed Rangers (I think that's what 
the swamp. Like most short cuts, it was an ill-chosen route. It was he calls them)—their domesticity, their 
full of pits, quagmires, and stagnant pools, the abodes of the tadpole, the devotion to their young families ; and 
bull-frog, and the watersnake. my Heart's Idol listens with a smile of 
In the dusk of evening, Tom Walker reached an old and long-deserted pensive sweetness to these touching de- 
Indian fort, and he paused there awhile to rest himself, Anyone but he tails, which I own myself are very atfect- 
would have felt unwilling to linger in this lonely, melancholy place. ing. There is, indeed, one incident 
Tom Walker, however, was not a man to be troubled with fears. He Ghoul relates respecting a Ringtailed 
reposed himself for some time on the trunk of a fallen hemlock, listening mother of twins which is peculiarly 
to the boding cry of the tree-toad, and delving with his walking staff into human. This one touch of nature 
a mound of black mould at his feet. As he turned up the soil uncon- makes all the world Ringtailed Rangers 
sciously, his staff struck against something hard. He racked it out of for the nonce. 
the vegetable mould, and lo! a cloven skull, with an Indian tomahawk 11.30.—Misery! A brute of a man, 


poorly. 

The Pinauderies, at the 
Empire, is really fun, and 
there is a ballet daction 
called Giselle, which, says a 
critic, ‘‘you should go and 
see if you are old, and want 
326 wie to bring back the happy 
TTA . I memories of your lost youth,” 
W There is an awfully funny 
definition of Exeter Hall, 
in Mr. Sydney Grundy's 


** Her face is her fortune, Sir,” he said. a good, ool fe wor stag eg Beh LoD prot pe d Bing ox ee cen eine Weim pa any Heals dow, bas shied bis place and toed 
and the, Hon'ble Billy have ever since been inquiring at al the public foothold Sta tateasecien anlaric Ce apiaspion one he wenly «¥e and one pink-shell eat of het Meanwhile Ghali 
Ph on “ eel =e by lbs 3 J oe new Pe aaa said Tom Walker, as he gave it a kick to shake the dirt eat il lere = ore with his mes ; ‘o — him, and his ie 
ee oe Re Ace all ee ae ee ues “Let that skull alone!" said a gruff voice. ‘Tom lifted up his eyes, One of Ghoul’s most enthusiastic disciples sits next to me, and is 


and beheld a great black man seated directly opposite him, on the stump taking notes like mad in a big copy-book. Ghoul mumbles rather, and 
of a tree, dressed in a rude half Indian garb. His face was swarthy and the disciple misses a word. He sees me writing. and thinking 1, too, 
dingy, and begrimed with soot, as if ee had been accustomed to toil | 2™ taking notes, snatches at my book before T can stop him. 

among fires and forges. He hada shock of coarse black hair, that stood The bit about the heavenly eye and pink-shell ear, and the bit about 


Nothing so terrible, so oppressive, so blood-curdling, and withal so little 
Jike human nature has ever been placed upon the stage. Of Théodora's 
past, as tradition has told it, we are not spared a single revolting detail. 


‘Lhe feeble-minded Justinian has raised her trom the gutter to the throne, i ‘ F : i 3 i 
*» | out from his head in all directions, and bore : , confounding Ghoul and the monkeys, evidently startle him. He reads 
ag bry heap Lnaignyr her ne age me at pera rang oie He scowled for a S eeck y Tan eve a pale of a mperenes them ybrouehs slowly, then, throwing down the book, turns his back 
boue s observ I , She | e habi ** What are doi Metre Sar 4 upon me with withering contempt. . * 
of laying is her crown, and returning, by way of diversion, to her old | hoarse ssid pase ing on my grounds?" said the black man with a Things can’t go on hike this, Sugh I “I feel that acrisis has come, 
ree A <norigagdag ‘Your grounds!" said Tom with a sneer, ‘‘no more your grounds so to speak, and I must declare myself or perish. But how? And 
— i ween anaes than mine ; they belong to Deacon Peabody.” once more the end of the lecture has arrived, and there will be no more 


“Deacon Peabody be d——d," said the stranger, ‘‘as I flatter myself monkeys for another week. F ; ; 
he will be, if he does not look more to his own sins, and less to those of But, as I said before, things can't go on like this for ever. There she 
his neighbours. Look yonder, and see how Deacon Peabody is faring. gors—I—yes, by Jove! 1—1'll speak to her, 

Tom looked in the direction that the stranger pointed, and beheld one . is 2 
of the great trees, fair and flourishing without, but rotten at the core, 
and saw that it had been nearly hewn through, so that the first high 
wind was likely to blow it down. On the bark of the tree was scored the 
name of Deacon Peabody, an eminent man who had waxed wealthy by 
driving shrewd bargains with the Indians. He now looked round, and 
found most of the tall trees marked with the name of some great man of 
the colony, and all more or less scored by the axe. The one on which 
he had been seated, and which had evidently just been hewn down, bore 
the name of Crowninshield ; and he recollected a mighty rich man of that 
name who made a vulgar display of wealth, which it was whispered he 
acquired by biiccaneering. 

“He's just ready for burnin, !" said the black man, with a growl of 
koe . “You see I am likely to have a good stock of firewood for 

inter. 

“« But what right have you," said Tom, ‘‘to cut down Deacon Pea- 
body's timber?” 

“The right of a prior claim," said the other. ‘‘ This woodland be- 
= me long before one of your white-faced race put foot upon 

soil 

** And pray, who are you, if I may be so bold?” said Tom. 

“Tam known by the name of the black woodsman. I am he to whom 
the red man consecrated this spot, and in honour of whom they now and 
then roasted a white man, by way of sweet-smelling sacrifice. Since the 
red men have been exterminated by you white savages, I amuse myself 
by presiding at the persecutions of Quakers and Anabaptists ; I am the 
great n and prompter of slave dealers." 

u by ean all which is, that, if I mistake not,” said Tom, sturdily, 
“you are he commonly called Old Scratch." 

«The same, at your service !"’ replied the black man, with a half civil 


at her best. She is fierce, 
tender, furious,  grief- 
stricken, haughty, seduc- 
tive, and royal. In fact, 
all the phases of her su- 
blime art find a place in 
her marvellous imperso- 
nation.” But how about 
acting this sort of thing at 
the Haymarket as was 
once talked of ? Oh, my! 
At the Royal Aquarium 
in addition to the attrac- 
tions of an entertainment 
so varied as to please all 
tastes, which commences 
before noon and lasts for 
twelve hours, there is a 
grand fairy s 
cleverly rendered in pan- 
tomime by one hundred 
children and __ several 


* s 

Curious how my thoughts seem slipping away one by one as I 
approach her! If I pause a moment, perhaps they will come back. 

icon me, she is turning! Shall I throw a meaning glance at her? 

ve, 

She doesn't seem to notice it. 

Perhaps she did notice it, and is 
offended. Yes—No. She turns again 
and—she is beckoning ! 

s s * s 

What astrange thing ishuman nature! 
—some human nature, that is. Instead 
of rushing after her I start back like a 
scared rabbit, and am overcome with 
confusion. 

When I look again she is almost out 
of sight. No, a small uncouth male 
figure is by her side, Old Ghoul, as 
I am alive, and talking monkeys, I'll 
take my oath ! 

* * 


* s 

Ghoul knows her, then. My friend, 
who lent me the season ticket, knows 
Ghoul. I can, somehow, make her ac- 
quaintance through them. By the way, 
oe it was Ghoul she nodded to. 
t was, perhaps, as well that I was Ghoul, 
cautious. 


grown-up parties. The 
Dook is maudlingly de- 
lighted with it, and goes 
every day. Possibly he is 
on the free list. 

The Entr'act Annual 
for 1885, by W. H. 
Combes, contains a hu- 5 
morous account of how A World’s Fairy One. 

a music and dancing : 
licence was obtained, in spite of strenuous opposition, by ‘‘ treating the 
magistrates properly." Mr. Alfred Bryan is at his very best, and it 
would be a really enjoyable book if poor, dear pa had not taken it into 
his head to write about me in a way that has made ma cry all day long. 
Poor pa means well, I daresay, but I wish he wouldn't. ‘ 

Mr. A. W, Pinero's /x Chancery supplies Mr, Edward Terry with a 
capital part. He is delightfully amusing in the character. 

Mrs. Mary Jones, who recently died in Chester, was a lady who 
evidently had ideas of her own as to our future state of existence, 
and was anxious to make her appearance in the next world respectably 
apparelled. She is said to have been a “‘mendicant.” But, during the 
course of a chequered and strictly untruthful career she had amassed 

the sum of seven 

unds, which she 
had religiously set 
aside for her funeral 
expenses. She had 
also ht, we are 
told, a linen gown 
elaborately embroi- 
dered, a cap frilled 
with lace, and an 


* * * s s * 
Joy! joy! Ghoul and I have met at dinner ter friend's house. 
Not quite at dinner, by the way. By some awful fatality I mistook the 
hour (who ever heard ot dining at five, though ?) and came in only at 
dessert, after the ladies had gone upstairs. 

I don't like to say I have not dined; and who's to know except 
myself? I feel an inward rumbling, which I temporarily allay with 
macaroons and preserved ginger, while I plead some most important 
literary work (I make out that I am rather literary) as an excuse for 
being late. 

My friend introduces me to Ghoul. Ghoul says he has noticed my 
assiduity at his lectures (if he only saw inside my note-book !). He says 
he would like to see the book. I have promised to bring it to him. 
Catch me at it! 

He is wearying, is Ghoul—more so in private than in public, if 
possible, and he selects me asa special victim ; but 1 want to worm 
myself into his good graces, So I 
humour him. Meanwhile the port 
wine on the top of the macaroons 
and ginger is confusing me a little. I 
am half inclined to say, ‘Go it, Go- 
rilla!’’ but feel that the observation 
would be ill-timed. 

Besides, I want to get an introduction 
out of him, and must approach the sub- 
ject delicately. 


* * * * 

I have broached the subject. The 
port is doing wonders. I have taken 
Ghoul entirely into my confidence, ani 
he has promised to help me all he can. 

We have got to join the ladies now, 
and he says—though he does not quite 
recognise the young lady from my des- 
cription—he shouldn't wonder if Mrs. 
Ghoul would, and he will introduce me 
to her. 

I don't care much about this, recol- 
lecting the awful old fright I have men- 
tally set down to be the professor's good 
lady; bowever, here we are. Good 

gracious ! * * * 

My Heart's Idol, and old Ghoul leading me straight up to her! My 
Heait’s Idol is nothing else but Mrs. Ghoul herself ! 

(To be continued, if ever I get over it.) 


—— 


OH! THOSE NOSES! 


Just after the festive season it may be interesting to those afflicted 
with undue nasal rubicundity to know that a profrssor asserts his ability 
to reduce a strawberry-tinted and knobby nose to its formal size and hue. 
All in the space of one week too, The miracle is performed by applying 
leeches to the distressful organ in the first place, galvanising it in the 
second, and finally covering it up with plaster of Paris for seven days. 
At the end of this period the elasticity and color of the patient's nose is 
guaranteed to resemble that of a healthy two-year-old babe's. _It is well 
to observe that the professor's fee ranges from one to four guineas, the 
charge depending upon the size and shage of the organ of scent and the 
number of its blossoms, 

N.B.—Out of respect to ALLY, the professor has offered to paint the 
Eminent's nose a lily white for the small sum of five shillings and four- 
pence (payable in weekly instalments of twopence). But though strongly 
urged by Miss Sloper and McGooseley to avail himself of the generous 
offer, the Eminent sternly refuses to spend the smallest portion of his 
HALF-HOLIDAY in the professor's surgical sanctum. 


After this commencement they had a long and earnest conversation, 
and the black man offering to place great sums of money, buried by 
Kidd, the pirate, within Tom Walker's reach (having conceived an 
especial kindness for him), but they were to be had only on certain con- 
ditions, The conditions must have been very hard, for Tom required 
time to think of them, and he was not a man to stick at trifles where 
money was in view. When they had reached the edge of the swamp, 
the stranger paused—'' What proof have I that all you have been telling 
me is true?" said Tom. ‘' There is my signature," said the black man, 
pressing his finger on Tom's forehead, and disappearing suddenly. When 
Tom reached home, he found the black print of a finger burnt, as it 
were, into his forehead, which nothing could obliterate. The first news 
bis wife had to tell him was the sudden death of Absalom Crowninshield, 
the rich buccaneer. Tom recollected the tree which his black friend 
had just hewn down, and which was ready for burning, ‘‘ Let the free- 
booter roast,” said Tom, ‘‘ who cares ! and he informed his wife of his 
strange adventure. All her avarice was awakened at the mention of 
hidden gold, and she urged her husband to comply with the black man's 
terms, and secire what would make them wealthy for life. However, 
Tom might have felt disposed to sell himself to the devil, he was deter- 
mined not to do so to oblige his wife, so he flatly refused, out of the 
mere spirit of contradiction. Many and bitter were the quarrels they 
had on the subject, but the more she talked, the more resolute was Tom 
not to be damned to please her. At length she determined to drive the 
bargain on her own account, and set off for the old Indian fort towards 
the close of a summer day, her check apron heavily laden with propitia- 
tion offerings. Tom waited and waited for her, but in vain; midnight 
came, but she did not make her appearance ; morning, noon, night 
returned, but still she did not come. Tom now grew uneasy for her 
safety, especially as he found she had carried off in her apron the silver 
teapot and spoons, and every portable article of value. Another night 
elapsed, another morning came ; but no wife. At length, Tom Walker 

w 0 anxious about the fate of his wife and bis property, that he set 
out to seek them both at the Indian fort. During a long summer's after- 
noon he searched about the gloomy place, but no wife was to be seen, 
He called her name repeatedly, but she was nowhere to be heard. The 
bittern alone responded to his voice as he flew screamingly by ; or the 
bull-dog croaked dolefully froma neighbouring pool. At length, just in 
the brown hour of twilight, when the owls began to hoot, and the bats 
to flit about, his attention was attracted by the clamour of carrion crows 
hovering about a cypress tree. He looked up, and beheld a bundle tied 
in a check apron, and hanging in the branches of the tree, with a great 
vulture perched hard by, as if keeping watch upon it. He leaped with 
joy ; for he recognised his wife's apron, and supposed it to contain the 
household valuables. 

“Let us get hold of the property," said he, consolingly to himself, 
‘and we will-endeavour to do without the woman.” 

‘As he scrambled up the tree, the vulture spread its wide wings, and 
sailed off screaming into the deep shadows of the forest. Tom seized the 
check apron, but, woeful sight ! found nothing but a heart and liver tied 
up in it! Such was all that was to be found of Tom's wife. She had 
probably attempted to deal with the black man as she had been accus- 
tomed to deal with her husband, and in this instance she appears to 
have had the worst of the match, She must have died game, however ; 
for Tom noticed many prints of cloven feet deeply stamped about the 
tree, and found handfuls of hair, that looked as if they had been plucked 
from the coarse black shock of the woodman. Tom knew his wife's 
prowess by experience. He shrugged his shoulders as he looked at the 
signs of a fierce clapper-clawing. ** KE gad," said he to himself, ‘* Old 
Scratch must have had a tough time of it." Tom consoled himself for 
the loss of his property with the loss of his wife, for he was a man of 


fortitude. . 
ry 


buried in this cos- 
tume, and it is 
: gratifying to know 
: that the wish was 
carried out. I 
wonder — whether 
omg | ballet girls 
are buried in their 
tights. 
I see in a society 
paper that after an 
excellent dinner, 
ker, loo, napo- 
leon, écazté, or any 
gambling game is 
suggested, the 
stakes being skil- 
Glad to see yer at the Fair! fully adapted to the 

means of the victim 

that is to be plucked, and if he plays he is doomed, for it would be use- 
jess to make remarks as ‘‘to extraordinary luck,” etc., the first one of the 
gang probably has taken up, for of course some of them tooare to lose 
heavily (to each other)! After the night is over and the flutter is finished, 
the sharps either produce cheque-books or notes, and rapidly proceed 
to settle up. An awkward time this for the flat ! And to think that this 
is one of the many reasons that Lord Bob gives for not even supplying 
his betrothed and her family with bare necessaries. 


My Idol. 


_—_—_——— 


TIME ENOUGH. 


ASTRONOMERS have discovered that the moon is drawing nearer to the 
earth by about an inch a year. But it is hardly worth while taking to 
low-crowned hats on that account—or neglecting to have one's boots 
heeled just yet. It is pleasant to think that we shall be able, a few mil- 
lions of years hence, to reach out a hand, and pat the face of Miss Luna 
as she goes by, before she actually takes up her abode amongst us. They 
are useful people, astronomers ! 


1. ALLY always did have a bad habit ot 


YE BATTLE OF BOSWORTH FIELD. (From the original H 
aceaes eae as ing in 


‘s Shelt.) | 


= 


%j: ' \ , 
part of Brown, Jones, and Robinson, who 
had only one umbrella between them when coming home from the City 
the other night. .B.— This joke came from an umbrella Maker. 


1 TWAT? ; 
~KOTHS cH" 
. y 


ae 


4. ‘Perhaps it's up the chimney." 


A COUPLET. 
A bashful youth here brown is done ; 
But faint heart ne'er fair lady won, 
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8, GOOD GRACIOUS! 


STAND US A CHOP. 
oLd FeLLow, 


SSeS 
RETRIBUTION. 
Papa. What's the matter, John? Aren't you well? 


a-top of the plum pudding. ‘' Meat me in the Lane," 


aye 


John. 1 don't feel quite weil, sir, please. I think it's the kitchen stairs TURN AGAIN W GTON. 
[He had been at it as usual in the passage, 1A (Drury Lane je meant. 


2. The other night he woke up and thought 
‘ smelt fire. 7 


5. ‘It smells like worsted ; perhaps it’s the 


TURE rrr 


AN OPENIN 
JONES (who ina moment of weakness has asked a lady to dance the polka with 

Mciye a pica ae hy of dance, which, however, he fancies he re- 

collects something about), airily. Ah, do you er’ generall: i 

er’ hops er’ or the slide? 4 , . ics beget ay: 
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3. ‘Where the Dickens can it be?" said 


6. “suppose it would be more manly of 
Gat Went and lent a bead” 


Qe = = os DD 


i em NELLY y ~~ 


— 
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Tuts is good kind Aunt Betsy, bringing her Nephews a present of some nice 


books—not silly tales, but things to improve the mind. How delighted her 
Nephews will be to see her, and what a surprise it will be to them, and what a 


SCENES. THE ABOVE PICTURE 


BEHIND THE 
FitzSpindel is rather weak in the legs. The other fellows in the Represents the curi ffects ivilizati: ; st it will be to Aunt Betsy, when she turns the corner where they are 
dressing-room off a el, unkind joke upon him. | seis aie a ov srry Bei our Black Brothers. Pleasant waiting, and gets a nice hard snowball on the nose ! 


VAN DOON—A TALE OF THE BOERS. 


(It is stated that at a recent interview the Boers were offered champagne as refreshment. ) 


“And cooly, spout, and 
spout, and spout awa: 
In one weakt wiker 

washy everlasting 


' \ 
‘ ; am ee | ELLENBOROUGH. 


GRAND MILITARY SPECTACLE. 


3. Caution was 


sary, 
1. Van Doon, a recipient, ignored such trivial formali- comrade, one Van Dump, who did not come tho, because of those blessed the Outpost just allu to, they 


ties as glasses.{g.‘‘ Augh ! it ish goot !” said Van Doon. in for a share, and so worked upon his feel- 


ings, that Van Dump agreed to join him in Vans Doon and Dump, “if we Van Dump acknowledges it is 
i weren't nearlyon him zattime!” worth the risk. 


“More Police Tyranny. Sloper Disgraced. ee = i” me her heavil 6. H red and with 1 dry, the k f hal ; ! 
a “ jolly old bus! It’ . Now they are off. ey go rather heavily, . Hot, tired, and with throats dry, y make a brie t, Vin and vindication 
Stores mayn't walk about Fleet You jolly old humbug! It's my | sutno matter—the triumph A great—ha, ha! and agree that they are entitled to lighten the load by just two a Meant 
, _ bottles. Said Van Doon to Van Dump, ‘‘ Ve vill dringk redder Van e dy? _Now—von, du, tree,—-go ! 


Street reading the first Volume of opinion = only do it to advertise 
his “ Half- Holiday.” yourself.” 
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MORAL STORIES.—No. 1. 


Never turn a corner in a hurry. 


LONDON NEWSPAPERS. 


“The Observer. “The Era.” 2g 
bane 
~@ 


22 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—o— 


THE following letter from ‘' Justitia,” to the Editor of the Standard, 
is worthy a place in 
the * HALr-HOLt- 
pay." —"* Why are 
our Government 
and police officials 
so short-sighted as 
to allow the pas- 
sengers from the 
Metropolitan trains 
and stations, when 
these dynamite out- 
rages occur, to go 
their way unques- 
tioned? Both 
King’s Cross and 
Gower Street Sta- 
tions ought to have 
been _ blockaded, 
and no one allowed 
exit without being 
fully questioned, 
and their business 
and addresses as- 
certained.” Talk- 
ing of explosions 
on the Under- 
ground’ Railway, 

you ought to read 
“London Town, Upside Down,” a serial sensationfjust now coming out 
in Fudy. If thatisn'ta side-tickler—well, name another, 


* 

A SCHOOL case of more than ordinary interest came before the magis- 
trate at one of the London Police Courts recently. The superintendent 
of a Sunday school was charged with assaulting one of the scholars, a 
boy aged twelve years, by striking him with the poker. The boy gave 
evidence that while he was attending the school the prisoner struck him 
with the poker. He admitted, however, that he did not believe the 
prisoner intended to hurt him, but ‘‘ was swinging the poker about at 
the boys.” The explanation of the affair given by the prisoner was that 
he was reading prayers when the boys began ‘‘ mewing like cats." On 
his telling them to be quiet and sit down, they came round him and 
kicked him. He took up the poker to keep them off, and in defending 
himself accidentally, and to his sorrow, struck the complainant, who 
was standing behind him. Under these circumstances the magistrate 
discharged him, with an expression of opinion that he was not a fit 
person to manage a Sunday school. It must, nevertheless, be admitted 
that the superintendent was placed in a most difficult and unenviable 
apd It was useless to read prayers.while the boys were ‘‘ mewing 

ike cats," nor could he suffer himself to be kicked by his pupils without 

asensible loss of dignity. The poker and the prayer book being the 
only means of defence at hand, the temptation to utilize the former for 
that purpose seems to A, SLOPER to have been a highly justifiable one. 


° 

A sworD duel between Austrian and Russian naval officers, in which 
were seriously 
wounded, has just 
taken place in the 
neighbourhood of 
Vienna. An Austrian 
officer had been pre- 
sent, incognito, at the 
recent manceuvres of 


return he published, 
in Zhe Army and 
Navy Gazette, a severe 
criticism of what he 


discussed 


Russian belonging to 

the Imperial Navy happened to be present. He took offence at some- 
thing that was said by an Austrian comrade and sent him his seconds 
the next day. Good gracious ! also bless me! Who found the sticking- 


er? . oe 
e 


A CORRESPONDENT, writing recently, says, ‘'I think a captive balloon 
at the ‘ Inventories’ this year would prove a great source of attraction 
and be beneficial to health. Nevertheless, it will be well for the staff to 
recollect that the captive balloon at the Paris Exhibition was over 800,000 
cubic feet, and with hydrogen gas was able to take up forty-four persons 
soojyards and come down again in thirteen minutes; so to have as gooda 
one will cost a lot of money and skill. To show the ignorance of salaried 
officials and others about balloons I may mention that to-morrow my 
assistant and myself were to have embarked for Gibraltar to cross the 
Straits — a very small matter — in ‘The Colonel’ balloon, but the 
governor of the fortress objected on the score of danger. However, 
next summer I believe it is intended to again attempt the Irish Channel 
and to have a balloon ‘ meet,’ the balloons on starting to have to make 
for a town (weather permitting) in the direction of the wind, and who- 
ever di nearest to win. This will show the skill of aeronauts, and 
help a little to get balloons out of the everlasting /é¢es and gate money.” 


* 

AN invention that will be appreciated by A. SLOPER and other men 
who go home late and tired is the magnetic keyhole. If the key is placed 
within a short distance of the hole, it is gently drawn right into it, and 
all the man has to do is to say ‘‘ Heavensearth,” or words to that effect. 

ee 
e 


made preparations 
to receive the year 
1885. The public 
clock, which has 
been an object of 
interest to all per- 
sons who, in visiting 
Greenwich Park, 
have chanced to 
pass the entrance 
to the Observatory, 
was so altered that 
instead of  indi- 
cating twelve hours 
when the neigh- 
bouring clocks were 
striking that num- 
ber it) pointed to 
Oh, thus showing 
that the Astrono- 
mer Royal had 
taken the necessary 
steps for adopting 
the ‘universal 
time.” You should 
have seen the Emi- 
nent endeavouring to boil an egg, nw sty'e, ©": upwards ; and after all 
it turned out to be an addled ‘un. “* 


SHORTLY before midnight, on the 31st ult,, the authorities at Greenwich 


AN engine-fitter who, owing to his cruelty, had compelled his wife to 
seek the she ter of her mother's house, went to endeavour to bring the 
woman back to her own home. The man was half-drunk at the time, 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


and as his mother-in-law tried to pacify him, he took a revolver out of 
his pocket and fired at her. The bullet, however, missed its mark, but 
the man, thinking that he had murdered his wife's mother, remorsefully 
turned the revolver towards himself, and discharged one of the barrels 
into his brain, the bullet entering through the left eye. He died the 
same night in the hospital, after several hours of intense torture. 


. 

EpMonp and Emtty Howarp, man and wife, were recently charged 
on remand, at Westminster Police Court, 
with begging from house to house. The 
male prisoner's real name was Jakob Auster- 
litz, born at Prague, in 1833. He married 
in 1859 Emily Johnson, the daughter of an 
English teacher of languages. rior to that, 
as a mere youth, he gave lessons on the 

ianoforte, but led a dissolute and wild life. 
The Magistrate discharged the woman, and 
sentenced the man to one month's hard 
labour as he had not been before sentenced 
for begging. Nice boy Edmond, don't you 
think *° 


St. PETERSBURG rejoices in the possession 
of a society of ladies whose object is the clo- 
thing of dogs. All the members subscribe 
towards the proper wrapping up of the bow- 
wows, and pledge themselves that their own 
Goge shall never be allowed to go abroad 
without their overcoats. Some of the I.on- 
don cab horses would be all the better for a 
little clothing when they have to stand so 
long. By the way we are not told whether 
the R bow-wows go to the Hospital when they feel queer. 


es 

DEALERS in wild animals would appear to have had an exceedingly 
bad time of it lately. Little or no business has been done with either 
private purchasers or proprietors of travelling menageries ; and most of 
the dealers’ premises are overcrowded with birds, beasts, and reptiles, 
waiting for purchasers. One dealer has had for some time past as many 
as twelve elephants in his stables ‘‘ eating their heads off." Considering 
the amount of fodder consumed daily by one elephant, the expense of 
providing for twelve must be very considerable. A. SLoPER has a heart 
that can feel for another, and will take in one of those elephants on 
board-wages (if the back-yard will hold him). The idea is, feeding him 
on those stupid bouquets Miss Sloper brings home from the ‘' Frivolity.” 


* 

A PERSONAGE of exalted rank has suggested that the most appropriate 
subject for a statue to replace Queen Anne would be A. SLOPER him- 
self. It is thought that a colossal statue of such a man in front of St. 
Paul's would arouse the emulation of the most eminent sculptors in all 
parts of the world. “ 


A PARTY has been brought up on remand for having stolen, by 
violence, from the person of 
another party, a silver watch, 
value £1. The prosecutor 
was passing Shoreditch 
Church at 2 a.m. on the 27th 
ult., when the prisoner stopped 
him and asked him the time. 
There being an illuminated 
clock in the church, the prose- 
cutor told him to look at that. 
The er immediately 
struck him in the mouth, and 
the prosecutor, jating, 
knocked him down. Reid 
bit him and got uppermost 
and wrenched the prose- 
cutor’s watch away from him, 
passing it to another man, 


who appeared to help the 
. ‘That man escaped, 


the spot by a constable. It 
was proved by a warder that 
on June 7, 1875, prisoner was 
convicted of highway robbery, and received a sentence of hard labour 
and twenty-five lashes from the ‘‘cat." He had since been in custody 
four times. It is thought now he ought to be seriously recommended 
to behave himself better. Joking apart, you know, he ought really to 
behave better. *° 


“SocietTy" tells us that the Great Eastern steamship, once ‘the 
pride of the ocean," has at last succumbed to the inevitable march of 
time. No more regarded as a triumph of shipbuilding art, she is about 
to be made into a floating hotel and an aquarium, after undergoing a 
thorough overhauling at Milford Haven, where she is docked. The 
Great Eastern is to be fitted up in a luxurious manner, and sent to New 
Orleans for the Exhibition. The immense tank room, formerly used for 
storing the Atlantic cable, is to be turned into a circus, in addition to 
which a magnificent ball-room and aquarium are to be arranged on 
board. SLOPE ison the job. oe 

* 


THE dangerous '‘ green African snake,” which was said to have been 
found some time ago by a workman lurking in some rubbish in a waste 
space near Burton Crescent, and which it was stated that the workman, 
‘‘ with great presence of mind" attacked and killed with his spade, ap- 
pears to have been another fraud! Mr. Bartlett, the superintendent of 
the cs Gardens, says he saw the specimen shortly after it was 
“capt ," and that there was no question ar doubt it had been dead 
for many years. It was coiled up in such a manner as made it evident 
it had been kept ia a bottle, preserved in spirits, foralong time. ‘* What 
a pity to waste spirits thusly !"' exclaimed the Eminent, when he heard 
the story. *f 

Nortuinc is certain but the unforeseen, and therefore we ought not to 
be surprised, we suppose, at the latest Irish 
news. Tip has turned against Mr. 
Parnell. Phe men of Tipperary are re- 
markably sturdy Irishmen. Some people 
fancy that their old character for lawlessness 
was due to their Celtic blood - but it is re- 
-markable that on the contrary their pedigree 
is mixed. ee 

e 


THERE was lately a rumour of a Japanese 
play being produced in London. In the 
course of an interesting article which appeared 
in a recent issue of The Theatre, Mr. F. C. 
W. Parr gives the following description of 
the quaint customs that still obtain in the 
Japanese theatre—‘' The female parts, taken 
by men and boys, seemed excellently made up 
according to the Japanese conventional idea 
of beauty—oblique almond-shaped eyes and 
eyebrows, pale cheeks, and_brightly-painted 
lips. The properties in a Japanese theatre 
are very elaborate and realistic, particularly 
in such matters as wounds, dying scenes, 
and personal deformity. At the chief theatre 
at Kioto, a woman was represented as being 
bewitched and attacked by dropsy under 
malignant influence. Whenever the attack 
came on, she displayed the upper part of the 
body almost bare to the waist, apparently 
suddenly swollen; this eftect, I think, was 
obtained by means of painted silk, which the 
actor could inflate at pleasure. I[ noticed in 
another theatre the make-up for a person 
wounded — a large dab of rose pink on the cheek, to which were 
gummed several strands of rough red cotton or worsted to represent 
the falling blood." That's sufficiently realistic, don’t you think? 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR For THE Weex JOST ENDED, 
—>— 


185'7.—Fred Archer the famous jockey born, 

ata peering Saat Challenge to the world! Monday next, and 
during the week Samuel Scott, the American diver, will run from Godfrey's 
White Lion, Drury Lane, to Waterloo Bridge, and into the water 
40 feet high from the bridge, and return back within the \ day 
during the week, between one and two 0 clock." Scott accidentally hung 
himself on this day, in the nce of from 8,000 to 10,000 persons while 
performing his rope trick on Waterloo Bridge, preparatory to leaping into 
the river. 

11th January, 1850.—The Lion Queen, a niece of Mr, ‘Wombwell was 
this day killed by a tiger at Chatham, whilst she was exhibiting in the 
menagerie of her uncle. The brute was beaten off by one of the keepers, 
and the unfortunate  inaldse from the stage, bleeding profusely, and 
life all but extinct. coroner's jury expressed a strong opinion against 
the practice of entering the dens of wild animals. 


12th January, 1638.—On this day the Horners’ Company was 
Picco The //orners were a very ancient and considerable frater- 
nity in the City of London some hundred years ago. In the reign of 
Edward II. they complained to parliament, that by foreigners buying up 
the horns in England, they were in danger of being ruined, and their 
business lost to the nation. 


served 30 men, so that bis belly was like to have turned bankrupt: and 
— ut _ the ee 
paunch with grease an 
wards being hid in bed, he slept 8 hours, and fasted all the while, after 
whick he was placed in stocks for the same period he had been bedrid 
with eating. 

tath lanaary, 1870,—The old Star and Garter Hotel at Richmond was 
totally by fire this morning. Only three were in the 
building at the time, two of whom escaped, but Mr. John C. W. Lever, 
the manager, was burnt to death. 


13th January, 1678.—An almanack for 1678, amplified with 
“« many good things both for pleasure and profit," says: ‘ Marriage comes 
in on the 13th day of January, and at Septuagesima Sunday it is out 
again till Low Sunday ; at which time it comes in again, and goes not 
out until Rogation Sunday ; thence it is forbidden until Trinity Sunday, 
from whence it is unforbidden till Advent Sunday ; but then it goes out, 
and comes not in again until the 13th day of January next following.” 
13th January, 1882.—A terrible railway accident took place this day in 
New York. When the cars were overturned by a collision, the stoves 
set fire to the wreck. Several passengers caught among the dédris, were 
actually burned alive within sight, hearing, and touch the horrified by- 
standers, who were only able to pile on snow. A couple in the train were 
on their bridal trip ; one was caught in the wreck, the other was free, but 
refused to leave, and both were burned. i 
14th January, 1885.—At All Souls’ 
annually on the evening of this day, a great me in ren 
of a large mallard or drake, found (as tradition has it), imprisoned 
gutter or drain, and grown to a vast bigness at the digging for the foun- 
dation of the College. 
THE Merry OLD SONG OF THE ALL SOULS’ MALLARD. 
Griffin, bustard, turkey, capon, 
Let other hungry mortals gape on ; 
And on the bones their stomach fall hard, 
But let All Souls’ men have their MALLARD, 
Oh ! by the blood of King Edward, 
Oh ! by the blood of King Edward, 
It was a swapping, swapping MALLARD ! 


The Romans once admired a gander 

More than they did their chief commander : 

Because he sav'd, if some don't fool us, 

The place that's called th’ Head of Tolus. 
Oh! by the blood, &c. 


The poets feign Jove turned a swan, 

But let them prove it if they can ; 

As for our proof, ‘tis not at all hard, 

For it was a swapping, swapping MALLARD, 
Oh ! by the , Ke, 


Therefore let us sing and dance a galliard 

To the remembrance of the MALLARD ; 

And as the MALLARD dives in pool, 

Let us dabble, dive, and duck in bowl. 
Oh! by the blood, &c. 


15th January, 1857.—The Chinese baker A-lum attempted to 
poison Sir J. Bowring and other British residents at Hong-Kong, by mixing 
arsenic in their bread. It was used in such large quantities as to defeat 
the end in view, though all who partook of it suffered severe pains. 

1sth January, 1878.—William Jackson attempted to murder Eugene 
Hamburg, a jeweller of Clerkenwell, with a pistol and dagger in the top 
chambers of 33 Holborn Viaduct. Mr. Hamburg was in the City, hav- 
ing with him about £1,000 worth of diamonds, jewellery, and precious 
stones, Jackson met him, and asked him to go and view his chambers. 
No sooner had they arrived, and the door was locked, than Jackson fired a 
loaded pistol at him. The shot entered behind the left ear and he fell 
deluged in blood. Not content with this, Jackson stabbed him with a 
large dagger just under the left eye. Jackson afterwards shot himself in 
a churchyard near Lewes. 

15th January, 1851.—A fire occurred at Ben Caunt's public house in 
St. Martin's Lane, and a woman and two children were cut off by the 
flames before assistance could reach them. 


16th January, 1809.—Sir John Moore killed at Corunna. His 
fall is thus described by Captain Hardinge : ‘* Our horses were touching, 
at the moment that a cannon-shot from the enemy's battery carried away 
his left shoulder and part of the collar-bone, leaving the arm hanging by 
the flesh. The violence of the stroke threw him off his horse on his back. 
Not a muscle of his face altered, nor did a sigh betray the least sensation 
of pain.” ‘The benefits derived to an army from the example of a distin- 
guished commander do not terminate at his death ; his virtues live in the 
recollection of his associates, and his fame remains the strongest incen- 
tive to great and glorious actions, 
“No useless coffin confined his breast, 
Nor in sheet, nor in shroud we wound him 
But he lay like a warrior taking his rest, 
With his martial cloak around him.” 
16th January, 1749.—A person advertised that he would this evening 
at the Haymarket Theatre get into a Tavern quart bottle, without equi- 
vocation, and while there, sing several songs, &c. The bottle hoax 
proved an excellent subj: ct for the wits of the day 


17th January, 1861.—Lola Montez died, aged 37, in the United 
States. Her real name was Mrs. James ; she was Irish by extraction, 
and had married an officer in India. She was a very violent woman, and 
actually struck one of the Bavarian generals with her riding-whip as he 
was reviewing the troops. The King of Bavaria became perfectly infa- 
tuated with her beauty and cleverness, and gave her large sums of money 
with a title, which she bore when she returned to England. The loves of 
the King of Bavaria and Lola were represented in a screaming farce at 
the Haymarket, where the King was acted by Tilbury, and Mrs. Keeley 
represented the fascinating Lola. 

17th January, 1874.—News arrived of the death of the Siamese Twins, 
who were so well known as one of the ‘‘ sights" of London some years’ 
ago, They died at their home in North Carolina, They were born in 
Siam, of Chinese parents, in 1811, and were therefore 63 years of age at 
the time of their death. From birth their bodies were united in a sin 
manner by a band of flesh, stretching from the end of one eoarions 
to the same place in the opposite twin, After realising a competence by 
exhibiting themselves, they settled in America, where they married two 
sisters, and had offspring. Owing to domestic quarrels, however, two 
_— ie found necessary, each living with his wife a week at a time 

ernately. 


Saturday, January 17, 1885.) 


THE WARNING. 
——- 
A BARON bold was Carl von Vurst, 
Whose castle to the Rhine lay handy ; 
His outdoor principles were theft, 
His indoor ditto, oaths and brandy. 


Full oft, ‘twixt mine and thine, mistakes 
He'd make, and for their chattels quaking, 
The travellers all shunn'd that road— 

His ways they were so very taking. 


His taking Ways. 


But most of all the baron joy'd, 
When lippy gentlemen with noses 

And well-filled wallets came that way, 
Who pork eschew'd and swore by Moses 


These would he welcome with a grin, 
And pleasant words as sweet as honey ; 
But once within the castle's gate, 
He either drew their teeth or money. 


Nor was that all. In slicing throats 

He never show'd the slightest slackness ; 
His character, his friends agreed, 

Excell’d the raven's wing in blackness. 


I should have mention'd, p'r'aps, before, 
The baron had an only daughter, 

Who'd much objection to her pa’s 
Misguided zeal for theft and slaughter. 


And oft she'd say to him, that though 

To daring deeds she'd pay her homage, 
Yet really the paternal acts 

Were not by any means the fromage. 


Whereat the baron laughed, ha! ha! 

Her warnings scorn’d, and would not mind her ; 
And if by chance a Jew call'd in, 

He'd strip him to his backmost grinder. 


Her Warnings Scorned. 


One night when trade was slack (there'd pass'd 
No travellers for days), a knocking 

Was heard without the postern gate, 
As up the castellan was locking. 


** Ho!" said the baron, ‘‘ let him in, 
In senses more than one we'll do it ; 

He shall shell out, or else "——he paused, 
And seem‘d to hint the stranger'd rue it. 


‘The stranger enter'd in a cloak, 
His face was hid in manner odd, he 
Spoke not a word. With genial smile 
The baron said, ‘* You'll take some toddy ? % 


Still was the stranger mute. His host 
Experienced a sort of feeling 

Of awe. Up the baronial back 
A sense of funk was slowly stealing. 


'The servants from the hall withdrew, 
The baron’s teeth commenced to chatter ; 

At last the gruesome stranger said, A 
**'You don't seem well, pray what's the matter ? 


“« No wonder that with fear your cheek 
Is blanch'd, your air no longer hearty ; 
You kill'd a er Tuesday week, 
And, baron, I'm the very party. 


Rabbit Shooting. 


‘«T'm here to fetch you, come !""—‘' Oh, spare 
Me just this once!" in tones imploring, 

The baron shriek'd. A voice replied, ; 
** My gracious, pa! how you've been snoring!” 


It was a dream. But from that day 
He quite gave up his evil habits, 

And innocently pass'd his time . 
In whistling hymns and shooting rabLits. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


THE THUMB OF DESTINY. 
(Not by the Author of '' The Finger of Fate.") 
A ROMANCE. 

CHAPTER I. 

A BEGGAR sat on a step and sang : it was a she-beggar. Her black- 
ened face formed a brilliant contrast to the clean kerbstone on which she 
rested herself. Her only garment—a shawl—secmed, like her, to have 
battled with the elements for ages. Her features were scarcely beautiful, 
and she wore two earrings and a smile. Her voice, which could be 
heard every now and then anathematizing the rain, seemed to procced 
from the innermost recesses of her boots, and they were holey boots. 
Her age was probably between twenty and forty-five. As she was gazing 
about, an old man came by and saw her ; then he put on his spectacles 
and looked ; then he took them off, wiped the glasses, and looked again, 
and then he cried, ‘‘ Thou art my Jane—my lovely Jane!" and embraced 
her. This man was the Marquis of Bartolini. 


Cuarter II. 

WE again see Jane, lovelier than before. She is the wedded wife of 
the Duke of C e, and she has a babe upon her lap, She laughs 
pbaeey laugh, and smiles a healthy smile. She is happy. Let us leave 

er SO, 


THE STORY OF AN “ENORMOUS SUCCESS.” 


SING a song of sixpence, 
In the galler-y, 
Four-and-twenty ‘‘ gods" there, 
Sitting up on high ; 
When the play was open'd, 
The gods began to clap— 
Wasn't that the way to pay ? 
Doubtless | verbum sap. 
‘The man was in the treasury, 
Counting out the money ; 
The manager was in the ‘' front, 
Doing ‘‘soap" and ‘honey ;" 
‘The actors all were fidget 
About their parts and clothes, 
And the funny low comedian 
Was making up his nose ! 
Sing a song of sixpence, 
In the stalls and pit, 
And the other places 
the critics sit ; 
When the play is open'd, 
The actor on he comes, 
Critics sit and scowl at him, 
And twiddle of their thumbs. 
The editors are anxious 
About the morning's news, 
‘The players are complaining 
They never got their cues ; 
‘The public say ‘tis dreadful trash, 
And yawn, and go away. 
But the play, it goes on playing 
For a twelvemonth and a day. 


———EEE—EES 


THE TESTIMONIAL. 


A RuMotR having obtained considerable circulation (some say owing 
to the exertions of SLOPER himself), that a subscription has been initiated 
to present ALLY with a silver cup, as a slight appreciation of the mighty 
genius displayed in his ‘ Hatr-Houipay.” A. SLOPER wishes to say 
aword, He would not, for the world, do anything to check benevolent 
intentions, A. SLOPEK may be in the sere and yellow leaf, but his 
mighty genius still irradiates the locality he honours with his presence 
(no names, mind). He fully recognises the delicacy of the proposed 
compliment, but be would prefer that the Testimonial took another form. 
A. SLOPER needs no cup. He can drink out of anything that will hold 
liquor—the neck of a bottle, the mouth of a “* pistol,” the top of a pickle- 
jar, or the bung-hole of a nine-gallon cask. The only vehicle for liquor 
which unmans SLOPER is a pump. He was once (through a mere mis- 
understanding) pumped upon, and the sight of a water-tap strikes SLOPER 
with terror. SLOPER'S friends, anxious to put their money down, will 
therefore kindly bear in mind about the ‘‘cup,’’ before things go too far. 


——_—————- 


MORE WICKEDNESS. 
SCENE—Smoking-room of the Jollyboy Club, TimE—Any o'clock 
after By-bye time. 


happier! 


“OH! WHAT A DAY,” ETC. 


My chimneys smoke, my bank has broke ; 
My nag’s thrown out a spavin; 

My oot's asleep and can't be woke— 
Oh! what a day we're havin’! 

I ‘ve chronic gout in every limb ; 
I've cut myself while shaving ; 

My children scream like seraphim— 
Oh! what a day we're hayving ! 

My duns are swarming round my door, 
Writs and subpcenas leaving ; 

My cat's just turned the cream-jug o'er— 
Oh! what a day we're heeving ! 

And here's a note my wife has penned, 
I needn't go quite mad, 

Because she's bolted with my friend, 
And, long ere this, has reached Ostend— 

Oh! what a day we ‘ve had! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Mock ‘TurtTLE—Kissing before company, and fighting afterwards. 

You had better lend a man your name on a bill than lend him your 
umbrella, because the first is pretty sure to be returned. 

PiLLows, though not belonging to the human species, come under the 
head of rational beings. f - 

To Laptes.—Never kiss a swearer ; it's catching. 

HINT TO ToPERS.—How to Keep a Holiday— Keep sober. 

QUEEN ELIZABETH had fourteen hundred dresses. What extrava- 
gance! Half the number ought to be enough for any lady. 

THE Beau for Picnics—The rainbow. 

AN artificial florist who lives upon the second floor may be c illed a 
second FLORA. 
WorTH THINKING OF.—Though soldiers profess to love the wives 
they leave behind them, they, somehow, generally go away in tran. ports. 
A Noose-PAPER—A marriage certificate. 
Sap Srory.—A half-witted creature was once wrongfully be- 
headed. His head wasn't worth much, it is true ; but yet it was a loss 
to him. 
A BELLMAN is generally very sensitive of any kindness. He will cry if 
you give him a shilling. ; 
Why does a dog snatch at a bonc—Because ét's natural, 


ONE WIFE TOO MUCH. 
By the Author of ‘Two Babies Too Many.” 


CHAPTER VI. 
THEY ARE BETROTHED, 

I po really think this is most unseemly on the part of the Girls. At 
their time of life they ought to know better. There is not room for them 
at Dozer's, which is just now choke-full, so they have gone to another hotel 
near at hand, and in the morning I suppose I had better introduce them 
to Jemima. It may possibly be rather a shock to them to know that 
Miss Pinner's name is Jemima. Not only because the names in our 
family have hitherto had a more elevated and ornamental turn about 
them (according to some tastes), but also because there has already been 
a Jemima connected 
with our family, who 
turned out disastrously. 
Indeed, she married 
the Twopenny, and 
was the mother of The 
Twin © @ ° 

‘There is a knock at 
the door. Another 
visitor for me. This 
time my old friend and 
companion - in - arms— 
Captain Pincher. He 
apologizes for intru- 
ding (I do not disguise 
from him the fact that, 
to a certain extent, I 
look upon his visit in 
that light), and says 
that he came up in the 
same train with the 
Girls, and that he bad 
endeavoured to reach 
my hotel first, to warn 
me I was to be taken 
by surprise. ‘‘ Confound it, sir!" I cry, ‘‘ the behaviour of those Girls is 
altogether preposterous." 

“it is, sir,” says Pincher, shaking hands with me warmly. * * 

Pincher is not such a fool as I took him for. 1 will introduce him to 
Jemima. Ihave. He takes her hand—both hands. He kisses her. 

‘*L say, look here——" 

“My dear young lady, I am delighted to make your acquaintance,” 
he says; ‘‘and yours too, madam” (to Mrs. Dozer). ‘' Your future 
husband, ma‘am™ (still to Mrs. Dozer), ‘‘ is the oldest friend 1 have in 
the world.” Then aside to me, ‘‘ How old is the daughter? She isa 
fine girl.” * * * * * 

They have met. The Girls and Miss Pinner had an interview, and I 
am not sorry it is over. It occurred this morning. The Girls entered, 
as it were, to slow music, and formed a group. Then Miss Pioner was 
sent for. ‘My dear, my sisters,” I said, and the Girls replied in chorus, 
“We are very gratified to make your acquaintance," and all three 
stretched out their right hands stiffly. There is something singularly 
firm and resolute about the girls since this interview, and they act and 
s in concert, as though they were clockwork. It is confoundedly 
absurd of them, and I wish they wouldn't. Miss Pinner remarks it too, 
and says, ‘‘ Are they always like that? How funny!" I do really wish 
to goodness the Girls wouldn't. It is not a pleasant thing for the mem- 
bers of one’s family to present themselves in a humorous light to future 
members, and go on like Jacks-in-boxes. * ° * 

Another day has passed; we have been betrothed now more than 
thirty-six hours. ‘Ihe sensation is remarkable, and probably is pleasur- 
able also when one gets more used to it. At present, however, it is 
rather like acting a play, and there is more drawing up in rows and taking 
front places, so to speak, among the other guests at the hotel than I 
quite care for ; and between ourselves, I don't mind owning that I've 
pretty well had enough of everybody's congratulations. Why, confound 
it all, old Dozer himself has been at it! The Male Dozer, I mean. 
Though I have scarcely ever exchanged a word with him since I've been 
in the house, he has had the audacity to dig me, Major Penny, in the 
ribs, and call me, Major Penny, a sly dog! 

“Sir!” I ejaculate. 

“‘Ah!" Dozer Male goes on, with a feeble chuckle, ‘‘ we're worth all 
the young'uns put together, aren't we, Major?” 

is is almost comic of Dozer Male. From sheer absurdity 1 cannot 
very well take offence at it, so I let Dozer Male go on chuckling, and 
treat him with the Soop he deserves. * . * 

It is remarkable how calmly Miss Pinner takes it all. To look at her 
one would imagine she had been betrothed all her life—had, so to speak, 
starred in the part all round tke provinces, In my own mind | had 
formed certain resolutions with regard to the marriage and honeymoon. 
Thad fixed upon some quiet city church—I don't care to be made a show 
of—and a month at some peaceful village on the coast of Devon (I hate 
your vulgar, crowded seaside places) would be delightful! But it would 
appear that Miss Pinner has also got her views upon the subject. 

“There is only one way of spending a honeymoon properly,” she says, 
“‘and that is by making a tour through Europe.” 

There is a sense of wideness and space, not to mention the money it 
would come to, about this idea that takes my breath away. Yet, if she 
has really set her heart upon it, and Cook and those other people does 
these things so much cheaper nowadays—— 

« But,” she continues—it seems she has not finished the sentence yet— 
“‘there is no necessity for such extravagance, and it would be a much 
wiser course, it seems to me, to spend the money upon our house, for 
you know there will be so many things wanted.” 

This is really most considerate, and, indeed, most remarkable on the 
part of Miss Pinner, and, as well as 1 am able to judge, wholly un- 
ogee aang on the part of so young a woman, under such circumstances. 
n other respects, also, Miss Pinner is remarkable. 1 had had my 
doubts respecting the way things should be arranged after the honey- 
moon, as far as our future home is concerned. Of course the Girls, who 
have previously shared my 
home with me, cannot be 
turned adrift. That is certain. 
But at the same time it is also 
certain that Mrs. Major Penny 
that is to be will not be able 
to share my home with the 
Girls. It is true that as yet 
there has been no bloodshed, 
but Miss Pinner and the Girls 
occupy a position towards each 
other just now which leaves 
much to be desired. Not 
ao | able to speak from per- 
sonal experience, and Pincher 
being also ignorant on the 
point, I can't quite decide how 
a betrothed couple are sup- 
pe to spend their time. I 
ve hitherto been under the 
impression that they wandered 
about hand in hand, and sat 
together a long while silently 
with hands clasped, but I don't 
think Miss Pinner is that kind 
of girl. On the contrary, she 
is as a rule absorbed in arith- 
metic. She sends to uphol- 
sterers for their price lists and makes a study of them. All by herself 
she attends sales, and annotates her catalogue. She says it will bea 
useful check against imposition when we begin buying. 
“Look at her, Major,” says Mrs. Dozer, with enthusiasm ; ‘ there's 
sums for you! there's addition, subtraction, long division, Why 
Cocker's a fool to it!" 

Mrs. Dozeris a well-meaning woman, but wanting in delicacy sometimes. 

“She'll look after you, Major,” Dozer Male also observes later on, 
“same as my missus has me. They all do it, sir! It's right they ought.” 

. * 


‘We re worth all the young'uns put together, 
aren't we, Major?” 


The Calculating Girl 


s ° ° 
(To be continued next week.) 
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A VERY OLD STORY. 
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Chucker employed at the 
Wes Half-Holiday” Office. _ 


. This tenant who took on a repairing 
lease the house that Jack built. 
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Bashful Young Fees adeell vay abides two hours, to child). | 4- This is the smoke that wouldn't 5. sThis is the result of the . i the water that came 7. This is the doctor who 
What little chatterbox you are! 7 ; go up the chimney of the house that draught that came through the in the roof of the _ gave the certificate of the cause 
Child (forward). Am 1{—I sud be sorry if I didn’t find more to say t. door that wouldn't close in the house that Jack of death of the tenant who took 
_hrotsethar'Jack Built _the house that Jack built, 
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‘ i 
Young Person (slips in front of noble old Dook, and falls into empty 
bandbox she is carrying). Gracious! I've smashed the Counte:s of 
Battersea’s bonnet I was taking home! It's ruined, and soam 1! Oh! 
what sia// 1 do? It's five guineas, if a penny, and I shall have to Pay. 
I daren’t go home to my employer without the money! [Sods, gets the 
coin, extricates herself from the bandbox, and exit hurriedly. 


EASIER SAID THAN DONE. 


{ "Stretch out your arms a little more, Mr. Penhecker, will you! How can you catch me like that? 
A nd, of course, he did as he was bid: only —the result, when t she jumped, ALLY considerately shares his readers, 
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TRONOMERS LOOKING AT THE COMET. 


| **Call me not beauti- 


| fal_it annoys met” | 


ay 
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NOT 80 VERY BAD OF THE OLD GENTLEMAN. 


; Severe Proctor (to Undergraduate, who, after the a, fashion, is 
43) AA wearing his mortar-board, but carrying his gown). say, young sir, I 
> a Cxeni hi aS ay: -\S Wy ) Wty | ae should imagine the gentleman whose gown you are taking home would be / 
. Too bad of these nasty bow-wows, ges ation tO nip | PeOh C= xating; O88. | very displeased to find you wearing his cap. 2 


N f 
windy day. Shanks can’t ston himself. AUNT HIGGINS APPEARS AT THE CIRQUERIFS. 
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